WEIRD! FANTASTIC! ASTOUNDING! 
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MYSTERIES 



*YOU HAVE DARED WITNESS THE^ 
LAVA MEN'S SACRED RITES/ NOW 
THE MEMORY SHALL BE BURNED 
FROM YOUR MINDS THROUGH 
THE RITUAL OF CLEANSING^ 
FLAME t 
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Want the thrill of imposing your Will i 

Of making someone do exactly what you order? Try 
hypnotism! This amazing technique gives full perMOal 
uGstaetioO. You'll find it entertaining and gratifying. 
HOW TO HYPNOTIZE shows all you need to know. 
It is put so simply, anyone can follow it. And there 
are 24 revealing photographs for your guidance. 

SEND NO MONEY 

FREE ten days* culmination of this system is offered 
to you if you send the coupon today. We will ship 
you our copy by return mail, in plain wrapper. If 
not delighted with results, return it in 10 days and 
your money will be refunded. Stravon Publishers, 
113 West 51th St., New York 19. N. Y. 







113 Wait 37th St„,N. Y. 19, N. Y. 




Send HOW TO HYPNOTIZE in plain wrapper. 




D Send C.O.D. I will pay postman SI. 98 plus postage. 




□ I enclose S 1.98. Send postpaid. 




If not delighted. I ma? return it in 10 days and gel 




my money back. 
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MYMimm 



.PROPPED UP AGAINST m ■ ■ .SPRAWLED ON LONELY 

PtCKET FENCES ... M FLAGSTONE PATHS . . . AND 

mtmm^S &LWAYS THE hands have 
SB been severed // 




What is the motive sehird these macabre 

MURDERS. . ,f WHAT DOES THE MURDERER DO WITH 
THE SEVERED HANDS...? OVER AMD OVER AGAIN, 
THE POLICE OFFICIALS HEAR THESE 9UESTI0NS 
ECHOED MOCKINGLY .. 



THEN. . . AS MYSTERIOUSLY AS THEYBTARTEO . . .THE 
KILLINGS STOP/ MONTHS PASS. . .BUT THE PEOPLE 
REMAIN GRIPPED IN A VICE OF HORROR. EVERY MJSHT, 
WHEN DARKNESS ENSHROUDS THE LAND, THE REOPLE 
SHUN THE SHADOWY STREETS. THEY SIT BEHIND 
HEAVILY CURTAINED WINDOWS, REMEMBERING, AMP 
STARING MUfELYAT THEIR TREMBUHG HANDS . 





t DO NOT UNDERSTAND.. 
HANDS— HOW DID THEY KILL f 
AND WHY. . 



FRITZ, MY BOY, 
YOU WOULD HOT UNDERSTAND 
F I TOLD YOU/ THAT, MY 
DIM-WITTED YOUN8 FRIEND, 
IS PRECISELY WHY I CHOSE 
YOU TO BE MY ASSISTANT.. . 
NOW 00 TO SLEEP— AND DO 
NOT WORRY ABOUT WHAT DOES 
NOT CONCERN YOU. 



The next night, .buloff waits in the 
shadows, tenselr mippins a pair of. 
severed hands . 




The pome minster moves swiftly , .. ju he witches the sentry 



TV THEWINDOW. AT FIRST HE SEES 
NOTHING. THEN.SWDEMX, HIS EYES 
BULGE WITH HORROR 



Bur THE PRIME MINISTER IS A 
MAN OF ACTION. AND SHORTLY 
AFTERWARDS . . . 




until m 



f JUST AS WE SHALL WELCOME 
OTHERS r YOU CONTINUE TO RESIST. 
BIVE UP, EXCELLENCY— THE HANDS 
ARE INVINCIBLE/ YEARS OF EX- 
PERIMENTS, PLUS A KNCWLEGE Of 
I BLACK MAGIC, HAVE ENABLES ME 
1 TO CREATE A SERUM THAT CONNECTS 
/ THE HANDS WITH MY OPTIC NERVE 
I AND WILL TO KILL / ALL I NEED DO 

IS STARE AT A LIVING OBJECT'S 
[ NECK, THEN WILL THAT OBJECT'S 
DEATH— AND THE HANDS 
00 MY BIDDING ./ 





But the mad genius has been staring at the 
reflected image of himself in the mirror- 
glass, pendant that hangs on poor g retch en's 
neck. and so . . 



At the moment buloff dies, the hands begin 
falling... down from his throat, down from the 
racks inhis laboratory, down from 7heshelves 
in his palace. . .the hands fall to tie ground 
where they lie, lifeless, like empty crumpled 
gloves. . .and the scourge of terror is 
lifted from the land// ^ /!% 




(the end] 




Of nr mum/stiunoe talcs credited to the land or 

SCOTLAND, THE FOLLOWING IS PEPHAPS THE HOST BAFFlM. 
MANY YEARS AGO TWO SCOTTISH CLANS ENGAGED IN A BTTTE* 
PEW THAT FINALLY BROUGHT DEATH TOONE. IH THE 
PALATIAL HOME OF CYRUS MURDOCK, AN ARGUMENT WAS 
IN PROGRESS BETWEEN THE TWO SENIOR MEMBERS 
OE THE CLANS . . - 



MuROOCK FOUND A WAT TO CONCEAL, 
HIS HIDEOUS CRIME. HE BUILT A WALL 
IN THE CELLAR OE HIS HOME AND 
SEALED HIS VICTIMS DEAD BODY IN IT^ 




Murdoch's 
superstitious 
mind heeded 
the curse 

OF HIS 

ENEMY 

AND HE 
CLOSED THE 
MANSION, FOR- 
BIDDING ANY 0F\ 
HIS RELATIVES 
TOENTtfflT. 
YEARS AFTER HIS 
DEATH, MURDOCKS 
GRANDSONS DARED 
TO VENTURE IN- 
SIDE THE FOR' 
BIDDEN HOUSE. . 




Suddenly, with an earth-shaking RO ^T HE m/ SE ^ WALL pitched forward . 

"* GREAT SCOTT I THE WALL- 
JOHN- LOOK OUT / 




BUT THE WARNING CAME TOO LATE / JOHN MURDOCK LAY DEAD UNDER A HEAP OF RUBBLE— THE 

SKELETAL REMAINS OF HIS GRANDFATHER'S ENEMY STREWN ACROSS THE CHAOTIC DISORDER/ FOR 

SOME UNEXPLAINABLE REASON, A SOLID WALL BUILT MANY YEARS AGO CRUMPLED ON A MAN AND SNUFFED 
OUT HIS LIFE. THE CURSE OF A DYING MAN HAD BEEN FULFILLED / WHO CAN EXPLAIN THE (.«„,».] 
THE MYSTERIOUS ACTIONS Of THE SUPERNATURAL ? ' «-* 



i 



Eventually helene fell mtoa fitful sleep... 
and awoke to a frightful scream that hade 
her weak and tbem8lm* ■ ■ 





Then, from* distance, ghostly voices were 
heard, and helene followed, unmindful of tv 
downpour, too terrified to stay alone m we 
gloomy castle 




YOU— TRAVERS 
PEARSON— MY 
BROTHER r NO, 
IT CAN'T BE— 

YOU'RE DEAD-. 
DEAD / j 



¥ DEAD, YES, DEAR BROTHER, 
J BUT NOT FOR ALL TIME/ ONCE 
I EACH YEAR I CAN RISE AND 
f STALK AGAIN FOR BLOOO . . . 
' AND THE BLOOD I MOST DESIRE 
IS THAT OF MY FAMILY— IN 
REVENGE FOR WHAT BROTHER 
ERIC DID TO ME SEVEN 
YEARS AGO / 






But travers didn't stop, 
to relatives hi the sta 


SO Z SHIPPED YOU OFF 
•ES. MONTHS LATER 
TRUTH ABOUT OUR 


Yes, tra vers had evil jv his blood —he had turned 1 
into a vampire / 


Z LEARNED THE HORRIBLE 


( TOO LATE... \ /BLOOD-BLOOD/} F 


CRAZY BROTHER . . . 


nJftmBBa HELP ~ 

"Ww% HELp / 


THAT GIRL-SOME KIND 9 
OF A MONSTER BIRD'S M 

ATTACKING HER I ^£k 








&*tsm 





'*S» 





\MOMENTS LATER, THE FLAGS SPEARED SKY-HIGH, 
| AND ABOVE THEM ERIC COUtM BE SEEN AMD /CMP. , 

^00 — BACK TO TOUR 1 

HUMBLE HOME. THERE 

YOU WILL FIND THE MOST 

PRICELESS TREASURE 

OF ALL / 



Yes, SOMETIMES 
IEFF WONDEREO, 
AS THE YEARS 
PASSED, AND 

prosperity c*Mt 

THEIR WAY. BUT 
NEVER ONCE DID 
HE WONDER 
ENOUGH TORE- 
TURN TO THE 
RUINS OF BROU- 
WICH CASTLE/ 
COULD A GHOST 
KILL A GHOST'- 
COULD A VAMPIRE 
FROM THE UN- 
DEAD RISE TO 
STALK FOR 
BLOOD ? QUES- 
TIONS THAT WOULD 
NEVER BE 
ANSWERED/ 



j THg' END j 




An ASTOUNDING STORY THAT HAS NEVER BEEN TOLD I 
LIES BURIED IN THE FILES OF A WELL-KNOWN BRITISH NEWS- 
PAPER. SHORTLY AFTER THE FIRST WORLD WAR, THE EDITOR 
OF THIS PAPER SENT HIS STAR REPORTER INTO THE BLACK 
MOUNTAINS OF BAVARIA TO TRACE A STRANGE, AWESOME 
RUMOR EMANATING FROM THAT MYSTERIOUS 
TERRITORY . 



WHILE I WAS IN THE OCCUPATION ZONE OF 
GERMANY, I HEARD OF A SCIENTIST, BARON 
VON ZEISS, WHO WAS ON THE VERGE OF 
CREATING A GIANT MONSTER BEFORE THE 
WAR'S END. I WANT YOU TO GO TO BAVARI ' 
AND FIND OUT IF THE BARON HAS 
„ SUCCEEDED IN HIS EXPERIMENT. 



Months later, reporter michael ramsay stood 
before a castle hidden in the crass of the black 
mountains of bav aria - ■ - ft 




Ramsay found a way into the castle, and in 
cellar, he came upon a ghastly sight ^ 

IT'S TRUE/ HE CREATED 
("A MONSTER/ I MUST GET 

A PICTURE OF THIS 



The clicking of Tie camera 's 

SHUTTER BROKE THE SILENCE OF 
THE ROOM . . . . 




The CHASE BEGAN. RAMSAY FLED FROM THE CASTLE WITH THE BARON AND HIS MONSTER IN HOT PURSUIT- 
ACROSS THE TREACHEROUS RAVINES- DOWN MNG£ROUS MOUNTAIN PATHS, UNT8., 




TONS OF ROCK SOON BURIED THE BARON Am HIS EVIL CREATION, BUT MIRACULOUSLY, MICHAEL RAMSAY ES-' 
CAPED DEATH. SOON HE WAS BACK IN ENGLAND WITH HIS STORY AND THE PHOTOGRAPH OF THE BARON AND HIS 
MONSTER. BUT THE EDITOR FELT THE WORLD HAD LIVED THROUGH TERRIBLE ENOUGH TIMES TO BELIEVE THIS 
INCREDIBLE TALE, SO THE STORY WAS NEVER PRINTED. ANOTHER TALE FILED IN THE ANNALS OF TH E BAFFLING 
AND INEXPLICABLE MYSTERIES. 




/ HAQ NOT SEEN SUCH CRUELTY 
WAT MANNER OP MEN WEttE THESE 
CULTISTS, T O MOUSE IN SUCH EVIL 
PRACTICES? f ~~~ 




IT- IS SAID JUGGERNAUT IS 
TO AWAKEN SOON- THESE 
NEW CULTISTS HOPE TO BENE- 
FIT FROM THE SIFTS THE 
IDOL WILL BESTOW ON THEM 
DURING ONE NIGHT OF COM- 
PLETE WAKEFULNESS/" 




SEE-EVEN HOW THE ■unATETE 
THE HOLY UQUD- TO BECOME 
SOMNAMBULISTS UKE THE O 




SOON THE CEREMONY WAS ENDED. THE SLEEPWALKERS 
FOLLOWED m THE WAKE OF THE CHARIOT ON WHICH THE 

mroooim idol had seen replaced. . 




After i bade avis good nibht, i 
returned to my hotel room. but 
i could not sleep/ the weird 
events i had witnessed up in 
the hills kept revolving in my 
feverish mind/ 
i must find out more 
about this strange cult/ 
it will make an exciting 
chapter for my book 



WHERE DO THESE "SOM- 
NAMBULISTS' LIVE? AVIS 
SAID SOMETHING ABOUT 
A'SLEEPNG VILLAGE" FAR 
UP IN THE HILLS/ TO- 
MORROW X MUST FIND IT / 




THE NEXT MORNING, J SENT WORD TO 
AVIS THAT t.mS SONS TO SEARCH FOR 
THE'SLEEmNS VILLAGE' AND WOULD 
RETURN TO HAVE AFTERNOON TEA WITH 
HER I FOLLOWED A RATH FOR HOURS, 
AND AT LAST REACHED A SMALL 
SETTLEMENT., 





tMH STATE OF HJLAfHTXfl H fl fH ^ T ueffi Fro-mura nctnwn m 
US NOW/ THE SUPERSTITIOUS FOOLS OFFER THEIR 8LIND DEVOTION 

TO JUGGERNAUT. . J HAVE THEM DRINK MY 

SPECIAL LIQUD OF FORGETFULNESS 
FROM THIS 



AND THEY BECOME MERE SOMNAMBU- 
LISTS, WITHOUT A WILL OF THEIR OWN/ | 
THEN YOU, MY MEN, CONFISCATE THE 
THEY HAVE HIDDEN 
IN THEIR HOMES/ 




it m*r *r wares wouur'MT through* to 
rm s om wrnmsry r only they would 

&!!t CLVvm stem, rn ForroNEt or -*ou« [ 
MUM*? tOU OVtJ WMi-V KUIVK I 
tm mm V JUMOVUUT/ YOU DO NOT I 
1W •kMBSCWnOM Hi 0CMAH08/ IT — 




.4.S RASHONU ANSWERED MY ACCUSATION, ONLY MS 
AND I HAD NOTICED TfC EYES OF THE IDOL OPEN 
SLOWLY. ITS CEN TVRY-LONS SLEEP HAD ENDED AT 
THAT MOMENT/ \J n , wi.mc i nn »nt mm gyg ■ 
THE POWE« OF JUS8EUNAVIT/ I USED HIM TO PREY OH 
THE SUPERSTITIOUS MINDS OP THESE POOLS / BUT NOJ 
ONE WILL KNOW— FOR BOTH OF YOU WILL QIC / 
AND I'LL SO ON USINO JUGGERNAUT 
TO MAKE MYSELF RICH / , 





JU6GCRNAW HAD DECIDED ON SEtF-CESTRVCTKNt / 
IN THAT WAY, NO ONE WOULD £W* AGAIN SERVE ** 
FALSELY WHILE X SLEPT/ WW CHE HESOWDm C/USh 
CEASED TO EXIST/ 




The red hot fragments of the idol had 
set the temple ablaze. the f/pe spread 
to the entire village, and as we watched, 
t>£ place burned to the ground/ the 

'SLEEPfte WLLAGE' WAS HO UOREf 



THANKS TO YOU, 
nUJtr-THE EVIL 
CUD* OF THE 
JUGGERNAUT 
IS ENDED 
AT LAST/ 



T YES— AND I HWE A FA8- 
f CINATMS CHAPTER FOR MY 
BOOK ON THE LORE OF 
.INDIA / BUT THIS WAS ALL 
^ SO INCREDI9LE/ WOULD 
I AMYONE BEUEVE MY STORY? 



j»ss&4 




THE MYSTERY OF MELLO MANSE 



As I got off the train at Shaftsbury that night, 
a feeling of unexpected loneliness settled over me. 
The sun was just setting and' dusk was closing 
over the English countryside, and I seemed to be 
gathered up in the silent twilight as the train with 
a farewell blast shuttled off. «* 

There was no. one about at that hour, although 
there were lights coming on in the small cottages 
along the road to my right. However, I didn't 
have to ask instructions, for Meta had told me so 
many times exactly were Mello Manse was that all 
I had to do was strike out in that direction. 

When' I discerned the gables of Mello Manse 
In the distance, the reflected rays of the sun glinted 
redly off the windows, so that for a moment it 
looked as though the house were on fire. It was 
far more grim-looking than I bad expected, but 
I forgot it in my anxiety to see Meta again. 

"Come to England for me," she had insisted, 
when we'd met;-and fallen in love on a cruise to 
Bermuda the year before. 'Together we will ex- 
plore the countryside. I want you to know me in 
the place where I grew up, where every tree and 
lane is part of my life. Then you will see me as 
I truly am, and know if you really love me." 

"But Meta," I had protested, "I may not get the 
chtnc* to-come to England for years. I may be 
stuck la AmcrJcB'on my job." 

But Meta hushed my words with her cool finger- 
tips, and merely said softly, "Come to England and 
fetch me; darling. I promise you I'll be warring." 

Now, at last. N come for Met*. When N been 
suddenly ordered to travel to London for my firm, 
I hid written Meta to expect me. 

I hastened my slept, and shortly the house was 
la new. I was amaaed whoa I saw that 



window of the n 

as though some important event— 



party or perhaps a ball were in progress. 

Before I could make further observations, how- 
wm, « 1 walked up me long, spacious driveway, 
with the meticulously landscaped grounds stretch- 



teg away on either aide, the great, oaken door was 
* ing open sad 1 saw Meta running toward me. 



Aung c 



"Darling, darting, you've 'come at last," she 
sobbed as I held her close. "I was afraid you'd 
be too late." 

"You knew I'd come,*" I admonished her gent- 



ly. I was amazed to find her trembling in my 
embrace. She was just as beautiful, just as lovely 
as I remembered, but I had not realized before 
how frail she was. I pulled her closer "in this 
moment, as though I couldn't convince my senses 
that she was really in my arms. Then reluctantly < 
I released her and taking my hand, she led me 
toward the house. 

■ "We don't have much time together," she said. 
"For I must go away tomorrow." 

"But; Meta," I protested,- shocked. "You got 
my letter. You're leaving England with me. We'll 
be married on board ship." 

"I — I have to go away fon a while," Meta said. 
"Please don't ask' me to explain. Let's make the 
most of the time we have together." 

I let the matter droplnen, determined we would 
thrash k out the following dayj and I followed 
Meta inside the house. 

The huge entrance hall was brilliantly lit, all 
of , the crystal chandeliers ablaze, and 1 looked 
around expectantly for the signs* of the party that 
must be in progress. But then I became aware that 
the manse was strangely quiet, and then,- that 
Meta's eyes were on me. But when I turned to 
face her, her, eyes dropped before me, as though 
there were things in them she did not want me to 
read. 

"Where is, everyone?" I asked. 

"There is only me," she said. 

"But all this." I waved my hand around the 
huge hall "It looks as though a party were about 
to stare." i 

"I'm afraid of the dark," she said. "I keep the 
lights on all the time." t 

Now that the first flush of meeting was over, I 
examined her closely. I felt a pang as I saw how 
much she'd changed. It was something I could ' 
-not define, a subtle change as though she y*ere 
harboring some secret she could not share with 
me, and that stood like a wall between us. 

"You must be tired and Want to wash," Meta 
said brightly. "I'll show you to your room." 

She ran lightly up the stairs ahead of me, lift- 
ing hen wide white silk skirts, and I carried my 
bag, walking behind her. And all through that 
huge place, there were no sounds but of her 



We dined alone in the huge dining room that 
should have been staffed with servants. Metft pre- 
pared and served the dinner, and always with 
her seemed this thing that I could not define. But 
as the evening wore on, I was caught up again 
by her charm, and my love for her, so that I for- 
got the unusual drcorfwtanow that attended our 
reunion. 

we retired early, she to her chambers at the 
other end of the manse, and I to the bedroom. 
But as we said good night, Meta looked up at 
me and said, "Promise me one thing* Please do 
not turn the lights down. It if the dark I cannot 
abide." 

I saw that she was beside herself with some, 
m yet unnamed fear, and so I agreed. 1 slept or 
rather tossed uneasily all that night in the brightly 
1st chamber, at if this could keep away some un- 
seen being lurking in the dark. And it made the 
night outside the casement windows seem twice 
as black and menacing. 

But when I awoke the next morning, I forgot 
It all is the delight of the English countryside 
outside my window. It was spring, a warm sunny 
day, and a robin perched in the bough of a tree 
just outside. But then as I stood 1 watching it, the 
evil of this place pressed down on me as I noticed 
two vultures circling endlessly above the manse. 

When I went downstairs, Meta was waiting for 
me, and' again we ate in the strange oppressive 
.silence that was all through this house. I felt re- 
lieved when We went outside, and I forgot my 
forebodings for a while. But then, as we strolled 
along the lanes and bypaths of her estate, she 
again showed the same fright she had about the 
darkness the night before. 

We were walking along the borders of the cs- 
tate, when I noticed a flags toned path that wan- 
dered off to some hidden point among high- 
growing weeds. I started down the path, but Meta 
pulled back and cried out, "No! we must not go 
along that path ! I mustn't— not yet !" 

She was so upset that I came back to where she 
stood and put my arms around her. But gradually 
her upset state passed, and I privately resolved to 
investigate that part of the estate, thinking it 
might provide some clue to her strange*bebavior. 

But then, before I knew it, the afternoon was 
over. Meta insisted we return to the bouse and 
get my bag, and then she walked with me as far 
as the high hill from which the road, to town 
connected. 

We stood upon that high, windy hill, and the 
gables of Mello Manse were clearly visible. We 
watched silent a moment, and then Meta turned 
to me. 

"And now, dear," she said, "you must go." 

"But, Meta," I protested violently. "Not when 
we have finally come together." 

"You must, you must," she whispered. "Don't 
ask me more." " . 



With that, she took from around her neck the 
pendant she won — a delicate affair of wrought 
gold with a centerpiece of pearls and amethysts, 
and she handed it to me. 

"Take this,** she urged, "and keep it with you. 
It is proof that we will some day be together." 
She pressed the pendant into my hand. "No go," 
she said. "Leave me here, and go. And r—**«*>st ' 
that we will some day be together.'* 

There! seemed nothing I could say at mat mo- 
ment. "I'll write," I offered. "And come to me." 

She merely smiled,'' and that wis how I left hex, 
the wind gently fluttering her skirt about bet 
while her upraised hand restrained its playful tug 
at her hair. 

■ I didn't look back at I strode down the hill to 
where it joined the road. I walked on, sod some- 
where deep within me I felt a great sense of lost 
despite all the plans. I'd made. 

V, Tien I arrived at the station, I went inside the 
warring room and spoke to the statiooraaster. 
There would be a twchhour delay, he told me. 

"Where can I pass 'the timer** I asked. "I'vt 
just come from Mello Manse, and it's much too. 
far to go back there." 

He turned and stared. "Mdlo Manser" he 
asked. 

"Yes," I replied. "I spent the night there, sad 
now I am returning to London.*' 

The stationmaster looked at me for a long mo- 
ment, and then he said slowly, "But you couldn't 
have, lad. Mello Manse burned down three months 
ago. It was a tragedy, for Miss Meta died in that 
waue.- 

Tbe stJlionrrostet reached into his desk and 
pulled forth an envelope. "Might you be the one 
who scat this?" 

Even as be proffered the envelope, I knew it 
was the letter that told Meta of my coming! 

With a strangled cry, I tore out of the station 
and half-ran, half-stumbled back to Mello Manse. 
The sun was setting again, but this time there 
were no gables throwing back its reflected light. 

I climbed back up the hill where I had left 
Meta. And as I stood on that high hill, the wind 
whipped around me and a loneliness filled me, and 
I gazed at the deserted spot where Mello Manse 
had stood. For now there were just charred, half- 
demolished ruins. 

"Meta!" I called. I turned, shouting her name, 
seeking her in every direction. Finally I went down 
the hill and I searched out the fiagstoned path 
which she would not go down with me. 

And when I reached its end, I stood, before the 
grave and read the inscription: Meta Mello,- die'4 
February 14, 1950. I shoved my hands deep into 
my pockets, and it was then I touched it, the pend- 
ant 1 had forgotten, and I once more seemed. to 
hear her voice saying, "Some day, we will be 
together. ." 
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how wane. 'time 

SHALL STAND 
STILL, SLEEP 
SHALL SE FOR- 
GOTTEN UNTIL 
THIS BOOK IS 
FINISHED/ 




BRANDON, ¥OU DID NOT KNOW SHE HE-TURNS 
VOURLOVE* NATURALLY NOT. SHECANSAV -L 
NOTHINGI DONT TELL HEBTO SAY. BUT SHE ] 
LOVES yOU.BRANDON.' HA/HA.' STABHIM, 
MHA'STABMM.' 




\l/TA$ NINA LIFTS THE DAGQEg ABOVE 

10 BffANOONS UNPROTECTED HEACT.A 

M/PACIE HAPPENS.' SHE WEEPS' 



SUE REFUSESTO STAB HIM/ I HAVENOTVET 
FULLY SMOTHERED THE INSTINCTIVE UEGINGS 
OF LOVE.' BUT I'LL FIX THAT/ 





t AV!N<5 SLASHED ' ACt TfJEWESBUTaNE.BOANDON 
1 LEAPS ACCOSS THE DEADLY EXPANSE. WrWN/NA ON 
HIS BACK, AS THEUNDEAD, XNQW/tiQ NOTWNQ 8UT 
TUB COMMAND TO Pi/OSUE, STOIIDLY EN7EKTHE 
OEEP QUA<5M/PE„, 




cuEse-mATGtei.' sneKNotWTne"res- 

BA1N LfKEABOOtt.'FoaOIDINOT STEAL 
THIS PLANTATION FEOWHFe.FATHEZ< * 
ANDDtDeWENOTCETUEWTOCLAIMrr ] 




|g*c^n^>7gg. ttwfor me evsreM op cwssC 





BUT ITtVASAU-SOfwEU.DAEUNG, 
VIVID- «> REAL/A LET'S JUST 
BUT MAYBE yOU'REY 
RieHT.yET.IFI 

COULD ONLV 
BE SURE... 
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the Hour Glass Waist Nipper 

ACCESSORY SENSATION OF THE NATION 



OQ 



Featuring the Interchangeable 
Buckle. Here is a sensational value 
possible only because the manu- 
facturer ships directly to you. 
Three (3) Hour Glass waist nipper 
belts in 3 color combinations to 
match any colors you are wearing 
all for only $2. 

In all sizes. Just state your walsl 
measure. Made of Finest- elastic. 
These color combinations are ex- 
clusive— no ^ther elastic waisl 
nippers like ffcese on the market. 




FASHION. EXTRAS 

133 Greene Street, New York 12, N. Y. 
Please send 3 HOUR. GLASS WAIST NIPPERS with inter- 
changeable buckle and exclusive color combinations for 
only $2. It not thrilled I moy return them in ten days for 
full refund of purchase price. 
My 



aist measure i 



s youpref 



Please state the three cole 

1st Choice . . . 1- — 2 3 ■ 

2nd Choice . . . 1- 2 3 

□ Payment enclosed (FASHION EXTRAS pays pcstaae) 

□ Send C.O.D. (I'll pay postman plus charges) 




SEND NO MONEY 
Try lO Days f^ 
MAIL COUPON TODAY 






